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CHAPTER 1I.

The Prophecy.

Half a dogen high, little Fronch
volees floated shrilly out into the gar
den, on o sunshiny morning of 1820
from the great ontry of am old farm
house in the valley under the Jura
mountalng. The grandwother, sitting
whitecapped In the center of the hub-
bub, heard one more willingly than the
others, for not only was Francols her
best loved, but alko the story he asked
for was the story she liked to tell,

Smiling, the grandmother began
“You must know, my children, that it
wae on & day In the month of May, In

the year 1813, that he came. You.
Lucle, and you, Plerre, and Marle
ware mnot born, ounly Francols and
Tomns. Prancols was the older—not

quite three yoars old, The mother had
gone Lo chre for your Aunt Lucle, who
was (1, and | kept the house for your
father. It wae the year of the grent
couseription, when the emperor took
all the men to fight, not only the
slrong ones, but the boys, and the old
and Infirm, If they might but drag
themselves at the tall of a regiment,
80 the fow men who were not under
the flag were sorely necded by their
families, for it was necessary, If the
women and children were not to
starve, that some should stay to work
In the figlds. Your futher was of the
few who had esenped in our villuge of
Viequos,

“One morning a man appeared 1In
the village and said that Napoleon
would pass this way within a few
tolira,

"Outside I heard the neighbors calls
Ing the game two words— Napoleon
comes'—one called It to another, 1If
the trumpet of the angel sounded the
end of the world, they could not have
had more fear. Then your father
kissed me, and kneeled and held you,
Francois, and Tomas, in his arms, and
I saw tears, but he was brave—but
yesi, ‘Courage, little mother,' he sald,
‘for me and for the bables. Courage.’

“And at that your father, who was
my little Iad once, you know, my dears,
bad gone, and 1 stood with an ache
where my heart ghould have been, and
for a moment I was stupld and could
not think.

“As I stood so, llke a blow there was
4 rush of galloping homses in a shower
of nolse down the street, and my
heart stopped, for the horges drew up
at this house., Bo that I was still In
the middle of the floor when the door
opened.

"It opened, that door there, and
agalost the light I saw men crowding
in the entry. They wore uniforms of
bright colors, and gwords hung at thelr
sliles, and on their heads were hats
with trimmings of gold. Then | saw
~Napoleon, With a step toward me
ho spoke W a kind volce, half smiling.

“'Madame,” he sald, 'will you let us
use this room and thie table for an
hour? You shall not be disturbed in
your work.'

“1I made my courtesy to these great
gentlemen as [ had been taught, and |
found myself eaying quite easily to his
majesty the emperor, as easily as If 1
talked to Monsleur le Cure, to whom
I wae accustomed, that he was wel.
come; that 1 would serve him glagly
It he wished to command me. And
then 1 left them. 1 went into the
kitohen and began to get dinner, but
I was wo dazed that 1 could not seem
to make the soup as usual, When,
suddenly, | heard a child cry, and with
no thought then but of my bubles, 1
flew to the door of the great room and
gtood looking, for | could not pass tho
sontinol,

“Among the officers In  thelr unl.
forms there lay on the floor little Fran-
cola In his night-dress, and all the of.
ficers looked at him and lnughed, The
child, sleeplug In the farther room,
had wakod at the volces aud had
Climbed down from hls erib and tod
dlod out to see, The glitter of the uni
forms wmust hoave pleased him, und as
they all bent over the papers on the
table he had pulled at the sword of
one whom | afterward knew to be the
great Marshil Ney. He wore a dark
cont all henvy with gold lace, my chil
dren, and white puntaloons and high
shining black boots, and across bix
breast a searlet ribbon.  Je sut next
the emperor. The marshal, turning
sharply at the tug, knocked the It
one over. It was then Francols orled
out.

“Napoleon hMmeelf who Bpoke us 1
pearad under the sentinel’s arm.  Heo
shook his finger at his officer,

““Marshal, Murshal,” he cried. ‘are
you mnot o quick to overthrow so
young & soldier, o full of
arms?

“The emporor seemed to Joke, for
he laughed s lttle, yot there wus o
sound in his volee as if some part was
surlows. He turned sharply (o the
mayor. "What I the child’s name?

“The mayor wae our friend and
knsw the bables. 'Francols Beaupre,
sire,” he answored tremblingly

lova tor

“The emperor gave a  short  pod.
Make him kugel' he sald. “Marshal,

Your sword.’

“It was still for a moment, and all
the officers #tood up sllent, and then
thg¢ emperor took the marshal's sword
and struck the baby's shoulder w light

"Rise Chovaller Francols Benu pre,’
ha smald clearly, and In the pause he
added, with o look in T
nne gaged forward ‘Bome day, per-
haps, 4 marshal of France under an-
other Bonapurte,” ™

hia eves

CHAPTER 1.

The Stranger.
On an aftoernoon o July In the yvear
of 1520, Francels, being ten years old
and a dreamer, came ulone through
the gate and sal down with his short
legs dengling over an anclent wall,
fifteen foot sheer down, e sat there,
fquite comfortable and sgecure, nnd
kicked hiz hoesls, and thought of his
briliant future, and aleo of the story
of the great dog and the treasure. The
tradition ran that ages back, in the
time of Cacsar, fifty years after Christ.
a Homan governor In this Gallle prov-
Ince had built o formidable castle on
Lhis hill outside the village. The castle
had great granaries to hold the grain
which the governor tortured from the
peasants and sent to Home to sell, So
he grew rich by oppression, and the
gold wrung from the people be pilad in
cellars deep In his castle. When It
came to be a greal amount he sent far
to the north and got a huge dog, and
this dog he tralned to a terrible flerce.
ness, so that anyone coming near In
the long underground corridors whera
he guarded the treasure wag sure to
be torn In pieces, except always the
BOYArnor,
For years things went on in this
way, the governor grinding the poas
ants, and the glant dog guarding him
and his treasure, till at last there came
i thunderbolt—the governor wng sent
for 1o come to Rome to glve an ac
tount of the riches which he had kept
from the emperor. He had to go, but
e left the dog In charge, and the night
after he was gone the peasantry gath-
erad and set fire to the chatewu and
burned It to the ground. and the dog
and the tremsure were buried in it,
and there they are to this day. The
people of Vieques belleve that if a
man will go to dig that treasure and
will stuy till midnight, that at twelve
exactly a colossal dog will rise from
the ruined stones and come, breathing
flames; In his mouth will be the key
of the treasure-vault, and back of him
will stand the ghost of the Roman gov-
ernor wrapped In white, his face cov-
ered. And if the man will be boid
enough to take the key from the flam-
Ing mouth, then dog and governor will
vanigh In a clap of thunder, and in
front of the daring one will rige the
floor of the treasure-vault, and he muy
turn the key and go in and help bim
sell
Francols considered, and, feeling no
fear in his soul, declded that he wus
the man destined to take the key out
of the dog’'s mouth and get the troas.
ure, which he would at onece transfer
intact to his mother, He had no neod
for treasure; there were things more
Ilmportant, It was for him to become
a marshal of France, Napoleon had
sald so; It must be so; but he should
like, on the way to this goal, to fuce
the dog and take the key and glve his
mother the treasure,
In the gaiety of the thought, and
feeling both ambitious all but aceom-
plished by this declsion, he lifted him-
gell on the palms of his hands and
kicked out lightly over the nbyes.  As

“Rige, Chevalier Francols Beaupre!”

he Kleked there was a sudden sLroug
grip on his shoulder; he was jorked
backward and rolled on tho grass
“Aro you tlred of lite at this nge
then?" 4 strident volew demanded, and
Francols lny on his buek and regarded
wondering, at ease, the brongzed lined
foce of u big man standing over him

Francols smiled; then lnughed with
assurance of the other's friendlincss
up Inte the strange moan face. He

Eot to his feet and stood
“No, mslour,” he
was only pleased nt

sulid politely )l |

thinking what 1

am golug to be some duy
“Ahl Is It permitiod to psk what
magnifcence it is that you are o he

"Certaloly It Is permittod, m'sloge”
Francois auswersd In hils courageous.
COurteous way I shall oo
‘marshal of France under
Bonapuarte

The stranger watched him, aston.

day b i

another

Blow with the flal of L

ished, and then he laid bis haod on the

alim shouldor in ity
and his grave volees was gentle,
child, bo eareful how
ke you may gel vour father
into trouble It 18 a good bellef to
keep In ote's heart, and you and I may
vol shout "Vive I'Empereur' for a Na-
poleon agaln. Yes, who knows? Rut
I must go on. Good day, my friend,
the marshal.”

homespun blouse,
“My
words

you say

thicise:

CHAPTER 11 !
Without Fear.

The gilder was at work gilding the
groat ball on top of the church steeple
Fvery twenty years this had to be
done, and it was an event in the vil
lage. Moreover, it was dangerous, and,
like all dungers, fascinating.

The boyk of Vieques stood In groups
in the strect with their heads bent
back, watching the tiny figure of a
min that crept up an Invigible Indder
far In the air, Inshed 1o the side of the
Up and up it went, like a fiy,
crawling on the fleche, and therea was
o sinking feeling in each boy's stom
ach which was delightful, to think how
al any moment that ereeping black
spot which was the gilder might fall
down, down, and be dashed to pleces

Achille Dufour suggested, “Even
Francoiz would not dare c¢limb  that
ladder to the ball. Dare you?”

The great brown eves of Francois
turned about the group; the boys wait
ed eagerly for his answer, It was al
waya this one who led into the dan-
gerous places; always this one who
went a bit further others'
vournge failed

“1 dare,"” sald Francols. Then the
dark heads came together in an un-
casy mass, and there was whispering

At the dinner-hour that day several
mothern of the village remarked that
thelr smull lads were restless, not In-
tent aeg usual on the black bread and
the soup of chopped vegetables and
the green beans—all anxlous to finlsh
and get away. Only the mother of
Francols, however, reagsoned from this
that mischief was brewing. When the
slim, wiry, lttle figure slipped from
the table and out through the open
door, she rose and followed and stood
in the groat entry watching him race
across the field toward the church. e
veerad but once in his straight path—
to turn to the Prilpoteaux cottage.
wheroe the gilder lodged while In Vie-
ques.

“"How soon will one be at work up
there agaln?' he asked through the
window of Auguste Philpoteaux sit-
ting at hls dinner, and the man an-
swered good-naturedly;

“It may be in half an hour, my boy,
Not sooner,”” And Francols raced on

By this time o boy here and a boy
there had stolen drom their dinner
tables and wern gathering in groups
down the street, but the elders pald
no attention. Francois disappeared in-
to the chureh; the boys began to grow
breathless.

“Tt will take gome minutes
stairs,” one said, and they wajted.
Two minutes, three, perhaps five:
something rose out of the trap-door
leading to the piatform from which the
stoeple sprang—a figure, looking very
small so far up above them. Instantly
It attached itself, Hke a cruowling Ny,
to the side of the steeple; It moyed up
ward. Henrli Dufour, below in the
streat, jumped as a hand gripped his
nfm. He looked up frightened at La
Clalre,

“Is that my Francoig?” she demand
ed sterndy, but the boy did not need to
answer,

With that, by degrees people came
from the cotiages as al some mysterl
ous warning and stood silent, afrald to
breathe, watching the little figure
ereeping up, up the dizzy narrowing
penk of the church steople. A rider
gulloped down the road; seelng the
groups, he pulled in his bay horse und
his eyes followed the upward glance
of the whole village,

"Who {8 it? he Mung at the nearest
koot of peasants; his volee was abrupt
and commanding

ate "l!il'_

when tha

for the

The men pulled off thoelr capa, and
one nnawered respectfiully It is 1t
tle Francols Neaupre, my selgnear: it

in n ohild who has no fear; he lg al
most at the top, but we dread it whien
he descends.”

"Mon dieu!” the man on horseback
pgrowled. “If he looks down be 1a lost:
the lud 18 0 born hero or a born lung
tie.*

The erawling spot
dark In the sunlight
gllding of the ball
blot was fixed for o second; another
second. From the crowd rose gasps
and eacited broken sentences

“He hus the vertigo! He s lost!"

The dark blot clung agninst the gild
ing.  Then suddenly It moved, begun
to make & wiry downwaurd, and o
long sigh, Hke a ripple on waler, ran
through the ranks of people NOo one
spoke: wll the eves watched the Hittle
figure sllp down, down the unseen lad
der in the alr. At Jast It was at the
bottom, It disappesrod into the trap
door. Kvery one begnn®io talk volubly
Wt once; o woman eried for joy, then n
child spoke in o Wgh volee

“See,” she sald shrilly, “the mothar
of Froneols goes to meot him!*

Le Clalre was far down the street,

up thers showoed
agninst the
It stopped: the

new

AW

gliding toward that church door |

one, Alixe,” he said, as he swung hor
{ high to klss her. “You are—" 1
“1 know," the little girl Interrupted,
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which was under the gteéeple. As she
reached It the liitle lad came out, his
face flushed, his eyes shining with ex-
citement and trivmph. She took his
hand silently, hardly looking at him,
and turned o, quietly, without a word
of alther joy or reproof, her face im-
passlve, BShe had got her boy axain
from the dead, it seomed to Clalre
und those first momonts were beyond
words or embraces. To touch his warm
hand was enough. The man on the
buay horse, trotiing slowly along, saw
the meeting,

“It Is a woman out of the common,
that one,” he spoke aloud. “She rules
herselfl and the boy." And the boy
looked up as he eame and smiled and
tugred at his cup with the hand which
s mother did not hold.

“Gtood morning, m'sieur,” he sald
with friendliness, and the rider stared.

“Sucre bleu!" he flung back In his
strong sudden voice. “It is my friend,
the marshal. Was it youn, then, glued
up there? Yet another fashion to play
with death, eh? Nom d'un chien! You
have a star of good luck—you are
savad for somothing great, it must
be."

“M'sleur the Marshal,” he flung at

Francols. “Come and see me in the
chateau,”

There was a clatter of galloping
hoors; the bay mare and her rider
were far down the street.

“"Who I8 it, my mother—the fierc:
gentleman ?” Francols aalked,

“You are fortunate todas, Fran-|

cols,” Clafre answered him. “The good
God has saved your Hfe from n very
Ereat foolishness, and algo 1 think you
have made a friend. It Is the new
selgnenr”
CHAPTER IV,
Coming to His Own.

Six years ago, before Waterloo, Na-
poleon had given the new chateau of
Vicques and its lands to general the
HBaron Gaspard Gourgaud, whom he |
had befors then fashioned into a very
good pattern of a goldier out of mate-
rial left over from the old aristocracy
Vieques lay in the Valley Delesmontes
—"'0of the mountains”—a league from
the little city Delesmontes, whose six
thousand inhabitants constituted it the
chilef city of this valley of the Jura
Over Vieques hung the mountaln
called Lo Rose, behind Le Rose loomed
that greater mountain called Le Rai-
meu; pack of Le Haimeu rolled the
Jura range.

The Baron-General Gourgaud, taking
possession of the chateau in  this
month of July, thought it lucky he had
not seen this domain of his before,
else the vislon would have turned his
heart from his duty, After a full carcer
almost in boyhood-—for the Cross of
the Leglion of Honor had come to him
at twenty-four—after service in the
Spanigh and Austrian campalgng and
diplomatic missions; after saving the
emperor's Hfe at Moscow; after Waler-
loo, Napolson had chosen him as one
of three officers to go with him to St
Helens, The chatean and estate of
Vicques had been given to him by the
emperor after that brave and lucky
moment at Moscow when, the 1irst
man to enter the Kremlin, he had
gnatehed the mateh from a mass of
gunpowder which would a moment
later have blown up both officers and
omperor,

Ten vears before he had married;
four years after that his wife had died,
and the daughter she left was now a
glirl of seven, a fairy type of girl,

“You are perfect In every way

hut

“1 know the fault T have
I am not a boy. But 1 do not wish to
be » boy, father. | would then grow
to be 4 groat fevee person with a mus-
tache—Ilike you Tmagiue we, father
with a mustache,” and the two laughed
together
- - L ] L - - -
“Fathor,
the library.
“There iz a gueer, little, village boy
go] fathor He has
yvou a bunch of letiies—euch

comrade-Hke

father!™ Alixe dashed into

bur a by
brought
white fat letiuen!
He s a vary good boy."
“"Alixe, voun are Impayable
eral groaned 1 am your
Yes, send for all the village
help me with my writing.'
Altxe, ignoring had fMown
In & minute she was buck and led by |
the hand Francois
“AL!" the general g
\y “My friend, the
have already begun
chinutean, it 2eems ™

the gen
plaything!
-thut will

BATCHAM,
reeted him storn

mnrshul! You
the attick on my

NO, my ssdgneur,” the
swerad gravely Not | bring you |
gotme salade as o presont. 1t is from
my mother's gurden, | chose the bhest

“I thank you,” suld the general with
serlousness “I am not sure if your
mother thank you equally. 1t is
W good present

Francols was gratified Le Clilre
had this morning seut him to the gar
dens with a wide margin of time, and |
the Inspiration had come as he looked
down the gleaming white lot
tuee that he would take a tribute and |
muake the vislt which the seigneur had
asked him o make

General Gourgaud brought down his

hoy i
yet

will

row ol

| the walle—do you

Will you see him? | 5%

ik, m

fist on a table so that It rattled and
Francols started—but not Alixe.

“Sabre de bois!" he threw at the
two children, “You have ruined my
morning between you. | meant to fin.
igh these curged chapters this morn-
Ing. But let them wait. Having the
honor to recelve a vigit from an officer
of high rank, the least 1 con do is to
entertaln. him.  What amusement do
you prefer, M’gieur the Marshal? 1
am at your service,”

It wus natural to Francois to believe
avery one Kindly; he aceepted with
simplieity, if with slight surprise, the
general’'s speech.

"The selgneur has fought battles un-
der the great emperor himself?' the
boy asked In an awed tone,

“Yes," came the abrupt answer,

“Think!"” whispered the French boy
"To have fought under the emperor!”
And the old soldler's heart thrilled
suddenly. The ehild went on. *“If the
gelgneur would tell me a story of one
fight—of just one'"

“"Ratisbon, Hatisbon!" clamored
Alixe, and she serambled over the arm
of his chalr to her father's knee and
her hand went around his neck. “Tell
about Ratisbon and the ditch and the
Indders, rather,”

“Halt!"” ordercd the general. “1 have
not a week to talk., But I will tell
about Ratisbon If you wigh.”

The deep voice stopped, then went
on agaln., “The Austrians held Ratis-
bon and the bridge neross the Danube
river, The emperor wished to take
town and that bridge. Marshal
Lannes was ordered tp do it. You see,
my children, the walls were very old
but filled with Austrian artillery, and
there was infantry on the parapels.
An old ditch lay under the walls, a
large diteh, dry, but twenty feet high
and fifty feet wide. All the bottom of
It was & vegetable garden,. To take
that town it was necessary to go down
into that diteh and elimb up again to
the walls, and &ll the time one would
be under fire from the Austrians on
understand that,
children” Very well. Twice the mat-
ghal asked for Afty volunteers to take
the Indders and place them In the
ditch. Twice one hundred men sprang
forward, and it was necessary to
choose the fifty. Twlce they dashed
out, carrying the ladders, from behind
the great gtone barn which had cov-
ered them, and each time the detail
was wiped out—fifty men wiped out, It
was like that, my children, the fight at
Rutishon.”

“The emperor!™ Francols

“the emperor was thore!™

'robubly nothing, which had not to
his daughter, could have
tonched General Gourgaud as did that
tribute,

“Sapristi!™ he growled. “The arm
of the little corporal reaches a long
way, The child hasg not even seen him,
and vollu, he loves him.”

The child's face fushed. “Bui ves.
my seigneur,” Franeois spoke quickly.
“But yes. [ have seen the emperor.”

“You have Napoleon?' The
general was surprised. "How is that?"

In u boyish fashion, in homely lan
guage of his clags, yet with that dra-
mittie Ingtinct which is characteriatio-
ally French, Francols told his tale as
his grundmother had told it te him and
to his brothers and sisters—the tale
which the children called "Napoigon
Comes." The general listened with a
gincere interest.

"My boy,” he addregsed the lad, 1
o not know the law-—-1 am a soldler,

the

breathed

do with

seen

“Come and See Me in the Chateau."

k wlea you are chevallor, ere-
ated g0 by the act of the most power
ful monarch who aver ruled France

LEmperar Napoleon, The time
when, as the emperor sald.
vo may e a marshal of France under

 f Al WNOInN

by our

another  Honkparts But  that is a
small thing If the time comes when
youl may help another Bonaparie to
come to bhis right, to rule over France

It is that of which you must think til
the hour strikes, and then It Is that
whichh vou must vour life for.*
Little Francols, the visionary, the
hero worshiper, tremhbled "I will do
he sald, frightened yer
Mited Into a tremendous diz

&1Vt

selgneur,”

Insplied,

gying atmosphere. And with that a
secret which he had told no one, not
| even his mother, broke forih "My

selgovur, & strange thing happews

| gotten

have
are not dreams—Iin hroad daylight, |

sometimes-—| tdreams—yet they
see things—1 hear volces—whieh are
not of ouy villuge, Three times | saw
a long roud up a motuntain, and over
the mountaln was o large star. 1 saw
It three times, and once a voice aaid ‘It
e the stur of the Bonapartes, but algo
your star, IFrancois, Follow [t."

The general wag a hard-headed per
son for all his cult of Napoleon, and

vigionsesing appeared to him non-
sense.  He pooh-poohed at once the
dea of a star divided between the

house of Honaparte and a small peas-

ant. “Your mother had better put a
wet cloth In your cap.” he advised
"Parblen—seeing stars  in  midday!

Some one-legged old fighter has been
gabbling before you nbout the star of
the Bonapartes, and that and a touch
of subgtroke In this heat, it may be,
have turned you silly. Let me hear no
more of stars, but keep at your lesson
and learn to be

With that he was aware that the
boy did not hear him. The light figure
wus on tiptoes—the large eyes stared
al the wall, and the child spoke in an
uninflected volce es if something muf
fled spoke through him.

“1 see the star,” he sald. 1 soe it
through a window where there are
Iron bars Ah!” The interjec
tion was in the boy's natural accent,
and he shivered violently, “Ugh'" His
teeth chattered and he looked about
vaguely. “It {s Hke an leehouse. 1 do
not like those dreams; they make me
50 cold, Seigneur, it is Iate; my moth
er will not be pleased, And 1 must
stop at the garden and pick the voge
tables for supper—carrots and peas. |
must hurry to get the peas and our
rots,”

Little Alixe, clutching her father's
thumb, watched as the ‘hoy disap
peared. Then, to the general’'s aston
ishment, she began to sob. “'I—1I don't
know,"” she answered his quick ques
tion. "But 1—I think it Is because |
am sorry the little boy was so cold.”

CHAPTER V.
A Game of Cards.

Francols Beaupre—Le Francols of
Vieques—sober, laborious, had in him
a cerfain pig-headedness, and also a
veln of the gambler which had swollen
with use; vet because it had so far
brought him only good luek the neigh:
bors called this good judgment. He
was A dealer in working oxen; he
bought and raised and sold them, and
only his wife knew what chances he
often look In buying young beeves. It
was a simple solid form of speculation
vet it was that.

On a day in September he 1oft Vie
ques early in the morning to drive to
the market in Delesmontes, a league
distant, two pairs of oxen which he
had bought as calves for almost noth
ing from poor stock out of a furm
leagues away, He had fed and tralned
and cared for them till now they were
all well setup and powerful and
smooth-working—ready to sell for a
good price, At the market he found
that there were few oxen to bo dis
posed of, none which compared to his
and his ideas of value went up—he
would get nine hundred francs for
them, which delayed the sale.

Ho It came to be, by the time his
bargain was closed, three o'glock in
the afternoon, and be had bad no din
ner, With the ecattle off his haude
and the money in his pocket he felt a
sense of leisure and of wealth. Hun
gry as a wolf he felt also, and hs
turned into the inn of Delesmontes,
where the sign of a huge bear, cut oul
of tin and paloted black, swung before
the door,

A waitregs approached him—a som
melliere—trim in her short ealico skirt
and white apron, her hair done ln the
pleturesque fasbion af the place. The
girl took his order; as she turned to
#0 a4 man Jjust coming in knocked
ngainst her, and apologizing with
many words, caught slght of Francols

"Good day!" he saluted him hoartily
“Good day. Mongieur Beaupre,” and
Francols, friendly always, snswered
Good day.” but with a resegve, for he
did not reenll the man “"You don"t
remember me? That i8 patural for
we met but once. Yet | have not for
you. It was at the house ot
my cousin, Paul Noirjean of Devillier.*

Now Puaul Noirjean wns an old ae
qualntence and a solld man, and
though Beanpre did not see him often,
lving six leagues away, he regpoctoed
him highly. A cousin of his was to be

conslderad, and Francois was embar
ragsed that his  memory eould not
locus on' the meeting, He tried to

cover this with cordiality, and Invited
the stranger to share his meal,

“Not at all; not at all,” the other
unswered Yot we must have a bottle
of wine together, but it shall be my
bottle

Francols objected: the man inisted
At length will play earda
for that bottle," the unknown man U K2
nnd the cards woere brought
and a game of La rams—euchre
In progross in two minutes

Meanwhile the wine had come, and
Francois, n touch more generous and
more cordlal for it, was genlally sorry
when he won and the stranger
pay.
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